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LITTLE  ERNEST; 

OR, 

THE  LAND  BEYOND  THE   KIVER. 


CHAPTEE   I. 


"Is  he  dead,  mother  V*  asked  Herbert,  as 
his  mother  lifted  him  up  to  look  into  the 
coffin,  where  his  little  brother  lay  dressed 
for  the  grave. 

The  baby's  face  was  pure  and  beautiful, 
and  his  dark  eyes  were  a  little  way  open 
and  the  eyelids  seemed  just  drooping  for  a 
quiet  slumber. 

His    hair  was   smoothly  parted   on    his 

snowy  forehead,  and   all   around   Lis  head 

were  rosebuds  and  lilies  and  other  fragrant 

flowers. 
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He  wore  3ne  of  the  little  white  dresses 
that  Herbert  had  often  ssen  his  mother  put 
upon  him,  and  he  looked  so  natural  that  it 
seemed  as  if  he  must  awake  by-and-by  to 
laugh  and  play  as  he  had  been  wont  to  do ; 
and  it  was  scarcely  strange  for  Herbert  to 
ask,  "  Is  he  dead,  mother  ?" 

The  mother's  heart  was  almost  broken; 
for  her  baby  had  been  the  pet  and  joy  of 
the  house  for  seven  months,  and  now  to 
give  him  up,  just  as  his  pretty  ways  were 
binding  him  closer  and  closer  to  her,  was 
sad  indeed;  but  she  said,  calmly,  as  she 
bent  down  to  kiss  the  cold  forehead, — 

"Yes,  my  son,  our  dear  little  Ernest  is 
really  dead." 

Herbert  could  not  tell  what  to  make  of 
the  stillness.  There  came  no  breath  from 
the  baby's  lungs,  heaving  his  frock-waist 
gently,  as  when  he  had  seen  his  little 
brother  asieep;  and  when  he  raised  the 
baby's  hand  it  fell  heavily  again  by  its  side; 
but  the  little  one  did  not  stir,  or  move  rest- 
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lessly,  as  he  had  often  done  when  Herbert 
troubled  his  slumbers. 

Herbert  had  never  looked  upon  death 
before ;  and,  as  he  stood  there  in  the  dark- 
ened room  with  his  mother  and  the  dead 
baby,  he  asked  some  questions  that  made 
his  mother's  tears  flow  fast  and  fall  down 
upon  the  pillow  of  the  little  bed  in  the 
coffin. 

"His  eyes  are  a  little  open,  mother.  Why 
doesn't  he  know  you,  and  reach  out  his 
arms  to  come  to  you  ?  Will  he  never  do  it 
again  V 

"]STo  more  on  earth,  Herbert." 

"Must  we  put  him  in  the  ground,  mo- 
ther? I  don't  like  to  have  him  buried. 
Why  can't  we  keep  him  here  ?  Wouldn't 
you  rather  have  him  where  you  can  see 
him  sometimes,  mother  ?" 

"It  is  very  pleasant  to  look  upon  little 
brother  now,  Herbert,"  said  his  mother; 
"but  bjT-and-by  his  sweet  face  will  change 
and  his  flesh   will  become   like   the   dustj 
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and  if  we  should  see  this  change  we  could 
not  think  of  him  in  his  beauty  and  loveli- 
ness. No,  no,  my  darling:  I  would  not 
keep  him.  It  is  better  to  put  him  away 
God  knows  all  our  needs  and  orders  every 
thing  very  kindly  for  us;  and,  although  he 
takes  little  Ernest  from  us  for  a  while,  be 
will  let  us  see  him  again." 
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CHAPTEE  II. 

"Shall  we  stay  here  when  the  people 
come^  mother?"  asked  Herhert.  "I  want 
to  stay  by  the  baby." 

"Yes,  my  dear.  We  will  not  leave  him 
until  they  put  him  out  of  our  sight."  And 
the  mother  took  her  seat  at  the  head  of  the 
baby's  coffin,  where  she  could  look  upon  his 
calm,  sweet  face  and  be  thankful  for  his 
rest  and  peace. 

The  father  came  in  and  kissed  the  dear 
little  baby's  forehead,  and  others  of  the 
family  came  and  gazed  on  their  treasure, 
— now  to  be  buried  out  of  their  sight. 

Then  the  people  began  to  gather,  and 
every  one  went  to  look  upon  the  sweet 
child;  for  they  were  friends  of  the  mother 
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and  father,  and  had  often  pressed  the  living 
baby  to  their  bosoms  and  felt  his  warm 
breath  upon  their  cheeks;  and  they  had 
learned  to  love  him  and  ask  first  for  him 
when  they  entered  the  house. 

They  were  very  sorry  for  the  afflioted 
parents  and  for  themselves,  who  would  so 
miss  the  sprightly  little  creature ;  but  they 
were  glad  for  the  baby  that  he  was  quite 
safe  from  all  harm  in  the  bosom  of  Jesus. 

One  woman  bowed  down  over  him  a  long 
time,  and  kissed  his  little  cold  cheek  over 
and  over  again  and  wept.  She  was  think- 
ing of  her  own  little  one  that  had  gone  to 
its  better  home  not  long  since  and  left  her 
desolate  and  sad ;  but  she  grew  calm  as  she 
looked  upon  this  sweet  cherub  who  had 
gone  to  join  her  own  departed;  and,  as  she 
turned  away  to  take  her  seat,  her  soul  was 
full  of  comfort  and  peace. 

Another  laid  flowers  on  the  coffin  as  she 
passed,  and  there  was  a  soft,  beauteous 
light  upon  her  face  when  she  touched  her 
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lips  to  the   baby's   cheek,  that   seemed  to 

say  — 

"What  joy  has  not  come  to  the  dear 
baby  !  Gone  to  dwell  with  blessed  spirits  ! 
Gone  to  rest  in  the  Saviour's  arms !  Pure 
as  these  stainless  white  flowers  that  I  bring 
is  our  precious,  sainted  little  Ernest." 

Mrs.  Safford  caught  the  light  from  her 
face  and  was  cheered  by  the  thoughts  that 
she  knew  were  in  the  woman's  heart,  even 
though  they  were  not  spoken;  and  she 
grasped  the  hand  that  was  offered  to  her  in 
sympathy  with  a  pressure  that  told  the 
woman  she  was  at  peace  about  her  dear 
baby. 

The  minister  came  and  asked  God  to 
comfort  the  parents'  hearts  in  their  afflic- 
tion and  to  help  them  to  look  away  from 
earth  to  the  brighter  home  whither  their 
child  had  gone  so  early;  and  then  came  the 
last  sad  parting. 

Herbert  and  the  father  and  mother  gave 
the  baby   one   more   loving  kiss,  and  the 
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mother  took  a  rosebud  from  the  pillow 
where  the  precious  little  head  lay,  that  she 
might  have  some  token  from  his  narrow 
bed,  and  nurse  took  leave  of  her  charge 
with  many  a  tear;  and  then  they  carried 
the  little  coffin  to  its  burial  in  the  beautiful 
city  of  the  dead. 
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CHAPTEK    III.    . 

It  was  just  at  evening, — not  quite  dark, 
but  dim  and  dreamy, — and  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Safford  were  in  the  empty  room  that  had 
Deen  the  child's  nursery. 

The  little  crib  still  stood  beside  the  mo- 
ther's bed;  and  Herbert,  sat  by  her,  with 
his  head  upon  her  knee  and  his  hand  fast 
clasped  in  her's;  but  both  of  them  were 
silent. 

Herbert  missed  his  little  brother  sadly. 
It  was  the  very  hour  when  mother  used  to 
undress  the  baby  and  he  would  have  his 
grand  frolic  with  Herbert  before  he  dropped 
quietly  to   sleep.     Acd  now  the  poor  boy 
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did  not  know  what  to  do :  the  house  was 
not  like  the  home  he  had  a  few  days 
before. 

Towzer,  the  little  black  dog,  lay  at  his 
feet  and  looked  up  at  him  wistfully,  because 
he  was  not  in  a  mood  to  notice  him;  and 
now  and  then  he  would  lift  a  paw  and  put 
it  upon  Herbert's  lap  to  remind  him  that  he 
was  there ;  but  his  little  master  paid  him  no 
attention. 

He  sat  very  still,  thinking,  and  wishing 
for  the  baby  to  come  back  and  make  the 
room  cheery  once  more  and  bring  the  smile 
dgain  to  his  mother's  and  father's  sad  faces. 
At  last  he  said, — 

"Mother,  where  is  Ernest?" 

His  mother  started  at  the  question  so 
suddenly  asked  and  as  if  she  must  look  fop 
him  in  his  little  bed,  or  see  if  nurse  had 
him  safe ;  but  he  was  no  longer  where  he 
needed  her  watchful  care. 

Tears  flowed  afresh;  but  as  soon  as  she 
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beoame  calm  she  took  Herbert  upon  her 
knee  and  said, — 

"Tour  little  brother  is  in  'The  Land 
beyond  the  Eiver/ — the  heavenly  land,  my 
child." 

"Is  it  like  this,  mother?  Do  tell  me 
something  about  it.  Will  you  ever  go 
there,  or  father?  Mayn't  I  go  some  day, 
dear  mother  ?  I'll  be  good  if  you'll  let  me 
go.  'Tisn't  pleasant  here  any  more  without 
tne  baby.  Will  it  be  dark  there,  mother  ? 
I  don't  like  to  be  in  the  dark." 

"There  will  be  no  night  there,  my  son," 
said  his  mother.  "It  will  be  as  clear  as  the 
day  all  the  time." 

"  Won't  there  be  any  need  of  lights  V 

"They  need  no  candle  there,  neither  light 
of  the  sun,  for  the  Lord  God  giveth  them 
light/'  said  his  mother. 

Herbert  crowded  closer  and  closer  to  his 
mother. 

"What  a  good  land  that  must  be  where 
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it  is  daylight   all  the   time  !      Can  Ernest 
see  now  while  you  and  I  sit  here  in  the 
dark?" 
"Yes,  my  child,  as  clearly  as  we  can  at 


noon." 


"Tell  me  more  about  the  place  where 
Ernest  is." 

"The  Bible  tells  us  all  we  know  about  it; 
and  all  we  need  to  know  is  told  there. 
"When  you  are  older  you  can  read  it  for 
yourself.  There  is  not  only  no  darkness 
there,  but  there  is  no  pain." 

( Who  says  that,  mother  ?  " 

"God,  my  son." 

"Then  it  is  true.  But  the  baby  was 
very  sick  here.  A'n't  you  glad  he  has 
gone  where  he  can't  be  sick  any  more, 
mother  ?" 

"Yery  glad,  my  dear  child." 

Herbert,  by  his  innocent  prattle,  had 
brought  before  her  all  the  baby's  illness 
and  suffering*   and    as  she  thought  of  it, 
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she  could  not  but  rejoice  that  ne  had  it  no 
more  to  endure. 

"Don't  you  remember  how  sick  I  was 
once,  mother  ?  Do  you  think  I'll  ever  be  so 
again?" 

"  God  knows,  my  son.  "We  must  all  have 
pain  and  trouble  while  we  are  in  this  world, 
Herbert." 

"And  Ernest  never?  Oh,  mother,  why 
didn't  God  let  me  go  to  the  better  land 
too  ?" 

"Then  we  would  have  no  little  boy  left  to 
comfort  us." 

"But  you  would  come  too  after  a  little 
while,  wouldn't  you  ?"  asked  Herbert. 

"I  hope  so,  my  dear,  in  God's  own  good 

time;    but  we  must  wait  till  he  calls  for 

.  us.    We  are  placed  here  to  serve  and  obey 

him,  and  we  are  to  stay  till  he  sees  fit  to 

take  us  to  himself." 

By  this  time  Sarah  had  brought  the 
lamps,  and  the  light  gleamed  upon  the  pure 
white  drapery  of  the  little  empty  crib. 

2* 
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Mrs.  Safford  arose,  and,  putting  Herbert 
down,  went  to  it  and  smoothed  the  cover- 
ing and  the  pillow  on  which  the  little  one's 
head  had  so  often  and  so  peacefully  rested. 
,  It  was  pleasant  to  put  her  hand  upon  the 
very  spot  his  cherub  form  had  occupied; 
and  her  thoughts  went  up  to  the  new  home 
of  her  babe,  when  Herbert  came  and  touched 
her  dress. 

"Mayn't  I  sleep  in  it,  mother?"  asked  he, 
pointing  to  the  little  nest. 

His  mother  undressed  her  little  boy  and 
heard  him  say  his  prayers  and  laid  him 
where  the  baby  had  so  lately  been.  And 
often  and  often  in  the  night  she  stretched 
out  her  hand  to  spread  the  clothes  over 
him,  or  hush  him  if  he  stirred,  just  as  if  he 
were  the  tiny  little  one  she  had  lost. 

So  long  does  it  take  for  a  mother  to 
put  away  the  care  for  her  dear  ones  !  And 
even  when  she  remembers  that  they  have 
passed   beyond   the   need   of  her  watchful 
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care,  still  she  carries  the  thought  of  them 
in  her  bosom  until  she  too  crosses  the 
river  to    join    ;hem  in  the  beautiful  land 

beyond. 
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CHAPTER  IT. 

"Tell  me  more  of  the  land,  mother!  Tell 
me  more  of  the  land !"  said  Herbert,  when, 
a  few  days  afterwards,  they  came  again  to 
the  evening  twilight. 

"How  long  dear  Ernest  has  been  gone! 
Will  he  never  come  back?" 

"Never,  dear  child.  We  shall  go  to  him, 
but  he  will  not  return  to  us." 

"Won't  he  be  hungry?" 

"No,  my  dear.  The  Bible  tells  us  that 
in  that  land  they  shall  hunger  no  more, 
neither  thirst  any  more.  'For  the  Lamb 
which  is  in  the  midst  of  the  throne  shall 
feed  them,  and  shall  lead  them  unto  living 
fountains  of  waters.' " 
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"Won't  he  be  tired  there?  You  or  nurse 
used  to  take  him  in  your  arms  every  little 
while.     Who  will  carry  him  now?" 

u  Jesus,  the  good  Shepherd.  He  will  gather 
the  lambs  in  his  arms  and  carry^  them  in 
his  bosom.  i  They  shall  walk  and  not  be 
weary ;  they  shall  run  and  not  faint/  " 

"But  who  will  hear  him  and  go  to  him 
when  he  wakes  up  and  cries  V 

"Ah!  my  child,  that  will  not  be.  There 
is  neither  sorrow  nor  crying  where  he  is, 
and  God  wipes  away  all  tears  from  all 
faces."    u 

"But  what  will  he  do  when  he  grows  up? 
Will  he  die  aerain  V 

"No,  my  darling.  There  shall  be  no 
more  death.  Your  little  brother  is  forever 
free  from  hunger  and  weariness  and  pain 
and  sorrow  and  death.  Let  us  thank  God 
for  this." 

"But  you  and  father  and  I  must  die  be- 
fore we  can  go  where  Ernest  is.  I  can't 
see  why  it  is  that  people  should  not  like 
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\ 


to   die,  mother.     What  is  it  makes  them 
afraid  ?" 

"Sin,  my  child.  The  sting  of  death  is 
sin,  dear  Herbert.  It  is  because  men  are 
wicked  that  they  dread  to  meet  G-od;  but 
if  they  believe  in  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  if 
they  put  away  their  sins  and  love  and  serve 
him,  he  will  make  death  a  happy  event  for 
them.    Then  they  will  be  no  longer  afraid." 


I 
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CHAPTEB  Y. 

"  "What  is  death  like,  dear  mother  V} 

"I  do  not  think  we  can  know,  my 
child. 

"  If  you  were  in  this  room  with  nurse, 
and  the  hall  was  very  dark,  and  we  were  in 
the  drawing-room,  all  lighted  up  beyond, 
and  you  must  cross  through  the  darkened 
hall  to  get  to  the  brighter  place  and  to  the 
faces  you  love  to  see,  this  would  be  some- 
thing like  passing  from  this  earth  through 
the  grave  to  the  brighter  world." 

"So  little  as  that  mother?  And  yet  I  do 
not  like  even  the  dark  hall." 
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"'Tis  a  foolish  weakness,  my  child.  There 
is  really  nothing  to  fear;  nor  would  you 
scarcely  think  of  it  if  you  remembered  the 
cheerful  look  of  the  drawing-room  and  the 
joy  you  would  have  to  be  with  those  you 
best  love.  You  would  leap  to  cross  the 
darkness." 

"Oh,  yea,"  said  Herbert. 

"Then  would  you  not  cross  the  dark 
river  of  death  to  be  in  the  glorious  land 
with  the  baby  and  with  Jesus  and  all  good 
people  and  with  God  t" 

"  Would  no  one  go  with  me,  mother  ?  I 
should  not  like  to  go  alone." 

"'When  thou  passest  through  the  wa- 
ters, I  will  be  with  thee ;  and  through  the 
rivers,  they  shall  not  overflow  thee :  when 
thou  walkest  through  the  fire,  thou  shalt 
not  be  burned;  neither  shall  the  flame  kin- 
dle upon  thee/ 

"This  is  what  God  says." 

"  Then  who  could  be  afraid  any  more  ?    1 
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should  like  to  go  now.  How  glad  Ernest 
would  be  to  see  me  !  If  I  ask  God,  will  he 
not  take  me  to  that  land,  mother  V 

"Your  work  here  is  not  yet  done,  dear 
child." 

"  What  is  my  work,  mother  ?" 

"  Something  to  do,  Herbert.  We  have 
all  some  work  for  God  on  earth." 

"  But  a'n't  I  too  little  to  do  any  thing  for 
God  ?" 

"Are  you  too  little  to  be  a  good  boy, 
my  child, — to  love  and  obey  your  father 
and  mother,  to  be  kind  and  gentle  to  all 
about  you  and  to  try  to  please  your  hea- 
venly Father  by  a  peaceful,  quiet  and  Chris- 
tian temper  ?" 

"Is  this  my  work,  mother?" 

"  Yes,  my  son, — so  long  as  you  are  a  little 
child.  If  you  live  to  be  a  man  there  may 
be  other  duties  before  you;  but  God  will 
help  you  to  perform  them  if  you  call  upon 
him.     Perhaps  you  will  be  a  merchant.     If 
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so,  you  must  try  to  be  honest  and  true  in 
all  your  dealings  with  other  men,  and  not 
forget,  in  the  desire  for  money,  the  treasure 
that  is  in  heaven. 

"  Maybe  you  will  be  a  physician.  Then 
you  must  remember  the  great  Physician, 
and  try  to  do  good  to  the  souls,  as  well  as 
the  bodies,  of  your  patients. 

"  Perhaps — better  than  all — God  will  call 
you  to  a  greater  work, — to  teach  the  poor 
heathen  about  a  crucified  Eedeemer  and 
to  lead  them  out  of  the  darkness  of  their 
idolatry  to  the  light  of  God's  service." 

"I  hope  that  will  be  my  work,  mother,  if 
I  live  to  be  a  man  !"  said  little  Herbert,  as 
his  mother  laid  him  once  more  in  his  little 
crib  and  put  her  own  face  upon  the  pillow 
beside  him  for  a  moment. 

"If  God  wills  it  and  you  can  be  the 
means  of  turning  some  poor  soul  unto  him, 
I  hope  so  too,  my  darling/'  said  his  mother, 
putting  her  hand  upon  the  head  of  her  little 
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boy  and  praying  in  her  heart  that  Herbert 
might  at  last  be  as  safe  in  His  arms  as  her 
littie  lamb  was. 
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CHAPTEE  VI. 

"Are  you  crying,  mother?"  asked  Her- 
bert, as  two  warm  drops  fell  from  his  mo- 
ther's eyes  upon  one  of  his  hands. 

They  were  standing  by  the  baby's  little 
grave,  and,  as  the  mother  looked  upon  the 
fresh  green  mound,  she  forgot  for  the  mo- 
ment that  the  happy  spirit  of  her  child 
was  in  the  paradise  of  the  blessed,  and 
thought  only  of  his  body  lying  buried  at 
her  feet. 

She  felt  as  if  she  could  almost  force  her 
way  through  the  earth  that  covered  it  and 
clasp  the  baby  once  more  in  her  arms;  but 
this  co/ild  not  be;  and  the  tears  came  again 
afresh. 
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""Why  do  you  cry,  dear  mother?  Do  you 
want  the  baby  to  come  back  to  be  hungry 
and  sick  and  to  die  again?" 

Herbert  had  touched  the  right  chord. 
The  lesson  that  his  mother  had  so  lately 
given  him  had  sunk  into  his  own  mind,  and 
now  he  was  the  teacher  and  she  was  the 
scholar. 

"Do  you?"  repeated  he,  with  new  em- 
phasis, as  his  mother  still  stood  silently 
weeping. 

"No,  my  son,  it  is  not  that;  but  I  miss 
the  dear  baby  so  much." 

"  You've  got  me,  mother." 

"  So  I  have,  dear  child,"  said  his  mother, 
drying  her  eyes  and  kissing  the  thoughtful 
face  that  was  upturned  to  her's.  "I  did 
not  forget  you,  my  little  comforter.  We 
will  try  to  be  happy  in  the  dear  baby's  joy 
and  not  think  any  more  of  our  own  loneli- 
ness and  sorrow."  And  the  mother  went 
about  setting  out  the  rose-bushes  and  other 
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flowers  that  she  had  brought  to  plant  on 
the  tiny  grave. 

Herbert  watched  her  as  she  planted 
them,  and  watered  them  from  a  little  water- 
ing-pot which  she  filled  from  a  brook  that 
was  near. 

"Do  you  think  there  are  flowers  where 
the  baby  is  V 

"Yes,  my  darling,  more  beautiful  than 
any  of  these." 

"And  grass  as  green  as  this,  and  trees 
and  birds  ?  Oh,  how  pretty  it  is  *here 
where  little  brother  lies  !  Is  the  land 
where  he  has  gone  as  pretty,  do  you  sup- 
pose V 

"  This  grass  will  fade,  dear  Herbert,  and 
these  flowers  will  wither.  The  trees  will 
grow  leafless  and  bare,  and  the  birds  will 
stop '  their  singing  because  of  the  chilly 
winter,  or  they  will  fly  far  away  to  a 
warmer  clime;  but  in  the  'Land  beyond 
the  River/  where  Ernest  has  gone,  the 
grass  will  be  always  green  and  fresh,  and 
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the  flowers  ever  blooming,  and  the  trees 
covered  with  perpetual  verdure,  and  the 
voices  of  the  birds  will  never  cease." 

u  Oh,  mother,  and  does  little  brother  live 
in  that  beautiful  land  ?  How  can  you  cry 
for  him  any  more,  dear  mother?"  And 
Herbert  looked  with  surprise  at  his  mo- 
ther's face,  that  still  showed  the  traces  of 
sorrow. 

"  I  do  not  mean  to  cry  for  him  any  more, 
but  will  bless  God  night  and  day  for  his 
great  love  in  preparing  such  a  beautiful 
home  and  taking  him  so  early  to  it.  How 
much  safer  he  is  in  Jesus'  bosom  than 
within  these  feeble  arms  of  mine !  ~No 
harm  can  come  to  him  there.  I  thank 
thee,  O  thou  Shepherd  of  Israel,  the  Friend 
and  Saviour  of  little  children,  that  thou 
hast  revealed  the  beauties  of  the  better  land 
thus  early  to  my  little  babe, — that  thou 
hast  taken  him  into  thy  holy  presence  to 
serve  thee  in  the  beauty  of  holiness  for  ever 
and  ever." 
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Then  the  sorrowful  mother  put  away  all 
her  grief,  and  her  face  was  so  changed  hy 
the  comfort  and  peace  of  God's  Spirit  that 
had  come  to  her  soul  that  Herbert  noticed 
the  change,  and  said, — 

"Now,  mother,  I  know  you  are  glad  for 
little  brother,  and  are  not  wishing  to  take 
him  away  from  the  good  land  to  live  with 
us  again.  And,  mother,  if  I  try  to  be  a 
good  boy  and  love  and  obey  you  and  father, 
as  you  said,  and  am  gentle  and  kind  to  all 
about  me  and  do  every  thing  that  I  can  to 
please  God,  I  think  I  shall  go  there  too.  I 
want  to  be  like  the  Saviour;  and,  when  he 
comes  to  take  me  over  the  river  to  be  with 
Ernest,  will  you  not  be  glad  for  me,  and  not 
cry  because  he  takes  me  away  before  he 
does  you  and  father?" 

This  was  a  hard  question ;  for  the  very 
thought  of  little  Herbert  dying  was  sad 
indeed  to  her;  but  she  made  out  to  say, 
cheerfully,  "  I  would  try  to  be  willing  that 
God  should  do  as  he  pleased."    And,  sitting 


LITTLE   ERNEST.  33 


there  by  the  baby's  grave,  with  Herbert 
close  by  her  side,  she  repeated  this  beautiful 
hymn  : — 


"  Saviour,  who  thy  Sock  art  feeding 
With  the  shepherd's  kindest  care,— 
All  the  feeble  gently  leading, 

While  the  lambs  thy  bosom  share, — 

"  Now  this  little  one  receiving, 
Fold  him  in  thy  gracious  arm : 
There  we  know, — thy  word  believing,— 
Only  there,  secure  from  harm. 

"Never  from  thy  pasture  roving 
Let  him  be  the  lion's  prey ; 
Let  thy  tenderness  so  loving 

Keep  him  all  life's  dangerous  way. 


<< 


Then  within  thy  fold  eternal 
Let  him  find  a  resting-place, 

Feed  in  pastures  ever  vernal, 
Drink  the  rivers  of  thy  grace." 
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"They  sung  as  it  were  a  new  song  before  the  throne." — Rev.  adv.  3 


There  is  a  glorious  world  of  light 

Above  the  starry  sky, 
Where  saints  departed,  clothed  in  white, 

Adore  the  Lord  most  high. 


But,  hark!  amid  the  joyful  songs 

Those  happy  voices  raise, 
Ten  thousand  thousand  infant  tongues 

Unite,  and  perfect  praise. 

This  is  the  joy  we  ought  to  seek 
And  make  our  chief  concern  ; 

For  this  we  come,  from  week  to  week, 
To  read  and  hear  and  learn. 

Soon  must  our  earthly  course  be  run, 

Our  mortal  frames  decay  ; 
Teachers  and  children,  one  by  one, 

Must  fade  and  pass  away. 

Great  God,  impress  the  solemn  thought. 

This  day,  on  every  breast, 
That  both  the  teacher  and  the  taught 

May  enter  to  thy  rest. 


s 
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•Therefore  are  they  before  the  throne  of  God,  and  serve  him  day 
and  night  in  his  temple." — Rev.  vii.  15. 

Happy  the  children  who  are  gone 
To  live  with  Jesus  Christ  in  peace, 

Who  stand  around  his  glorious  throne, 
Redeem'd  by  blood  and  saved  by  grace. 

The  Saviour,  whom  they  loved  below, 
Hath  kindly  wiped  their  tears  away ; 

No  sin,  no  sorrow,  there  they  know, 
But  dwell  in  one  eternal  day. 

There  to  their  golden  harps  they  sing, 
While  tens  of  thousands  join  their  songs  ; 

Hosannas  to  the  immortal  King, 
To  whom  immortal  praise  belongs. 

* 

0  gracious  Saviour  !  when  shall  we 
Be  brought  with  them  in  bliss  to  join, 

Thy  lovely  countenance  to  see, 
And  sing  thy  mercies  all  divine  T 
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u  It  doth  not  yet  appear  what  we  shall  be."— 1  John  iii.  2. 

We  sing  of  the  realms  of  the  blest, 
That  country  so  bright  and  so  fair, 

And  oft  are  its  glories  confess'd; 
But  what  will  it  be  to  be  there ! 

We  speak  of  its  freedom  from  sin, 
From  sorrow,  temptation  and  care, 

From  trials  without  and  within; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  ! 

We  speak  of  its  service  of  love, 

Of  robes  which  the  glorified  wear, — 

The  church  of  the  first-born  above ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there ! 

Do  thou,  Lord,  'midst  pleasure  or  woe, 
Still  for  heaven  our  spirits  prepare ; 

And  shortly  we  also  shall  know 
And  feel  what  it  is  to  be  there. 


THE   END. 
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